22  THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
one discovers the only sign of a great age
that cannot deceive us, the most vivid and
subtle discrimination of sense and the in-
vention of images more powerful than
sense; the continual presence of reality.
It is still true that the Deity gives us,
according to His promise, not His thoughts
or His convictions but His flesh and blood,
and I believe that the elaborate technique
of the arts, seeming to create out of itself
a superhuman life, has taught more men
to die than oratory or the Prayer Book.
We only believe in those thoughts which
have been conceived not in the brain but
in the whole body. The Minoan soldier
who bore upon his arm the shield orna-
mented with the dove in the Museum at
Crete, or had upon his head the helmet
with the winged horse, knew his role in
life. When Nobuzane painted the child
Saint Kobo, Daishi kneeling full of sweet
austerity upon the flower of the lotus, he
set up before our eyes exquisite life antl
the acceptance of death.
I cannot imagine those young soldiers
and the women they loved pleased with
the ill-breeding and theatricality of Carlyle,
nor, I think, with the magniloquence of